GH THE OMEN 


Amherst, Massachusetts 


Welcome 
Admissions 
Alumni 
Academics 


Campus Life 


News and Events 


The Five Colleges 


Soe be Le fi 
* * . Dy 4 “4 i y ' ¢ 

i: Sle a i. © be we a 
TT ae OS SR tal 


Welcome to 
The 


The Omen is a student-run publication of Hampshire College. 
Offices and Services The Omen offers talented students the ability to publish their 
asinine observations, masturbatory fiction, and senseless 

rants in a forum where someone might actually pay attention. 


Welcome: 
The Omen cordially invites you, our 


treading public, to go fuck yourselves. 
You know you like it, bitch. 


Admissions: 

The Omen accepts submissions from any 
member of the Hampshire Community, 
no matter how much of a talentless, 
hackneyed schmuck they are. 


Alumni: 
Do you want fries with that? 
Thank you, drive through... 


Academics: 
Okay, seriously, did you really come to a 


school with no grades so you could learn, or 
did you come to spend Mom and Dad’s cash 


on booze and weed and not have to worry 
about flunking out for a solid two years? 


“ nd 
EP OE aOR pte, 


EMAIL US 


HOME 


Campus Life: 

Campus life at Hampshire consists of 
watching a lot of TV while high and 
drinking alone in your room while 
contemplating The Void. That, and 
signing a few petitions now and then. 


Offices and Services: 


As of right now, The Omen has no 
office, although we are arguably the 
most read publication on campus 
(ahem, ahem). As for services—well, 
only if the money is good (wink, 
wink). 


News and Events: 


What does this look like, the friggin’ 
Forward? 


The Five Colleges: 

UMass is a glorified high school. 
Amherst will be destroyed by our 
mighty armies. Mount Holyoke is a 
joke. Smith sucks dick. You know about 
Hampshire. 
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Cover By| ing regularly, talk to Jacob Chabot (B-308, x4445). 
Wade Stuckwisch] We prefer submissions on disk— 1BM or high den- 
sity Mac— buthard copy is okay. Label your stuff well 
and it will get back to you. ; 

w Also, every Tuesday following the release of 
EF an issue is the official Omen meeting in the Airport 
Lounge at 9:30 PM. We will discuss important topics 
like the upcoming issue and the ever-prevalent dawn of 
the Planet of the Apes. 

So give us your news, commentary, short fic- 
tion, comics, satire, first born, poetry, art, bulletins, 
questions, and anything else you can think of, and 
your beloved community rag will dish it back 
700 times. What better way to be heard? 


The Omen is a completely nonpartisan forum 
for expression. The views and opinions expressed in this 
publication are those of the authors’ alone. 


Masturbation is free, 
and you can do your 
choolwork afterwards, 
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The Human 


Speaks! 


An Editorial 


by Jacob Chabot 

n the first issue of The Omen 
I this semester, | wrote a review 

of all the new cartoons this sea- 
son. You may remember that I gave 
a good review to The Big Guy and 
Rusty the Boy Robot, a fine cartoon 
based on the comic book of the 
same name by Frank Miller and 
Geof Darrow. You may also re- 
member that I said that it would 
probably be cancelled. Well, as of 
last week, The Big Guy and Rusty 


the Boy Robot has been shelved “for! 


the time being.” In other-words, 
Rusty and the Big Guy-are dead. 
Fox Kids paid for thirteen 
episodes of the show:~Only five or 
so were broadcast before the whole 
shelving thing. This eves eight 
episodes left that haven’t earned 
their keep, so to speak, \Fox can’t 
cancel the show because that would 
be a waste of money-* Instead, they 
“shelve” it, meaning that the show 
will supposedly return at a later 
date. Of course it will! Fox still 
has to broadcast those last eight 
shows in order to get their money’s 
worth! This is what will most likely 
happen. Fox:Kids will put another 
show in place of The Big Guy; one 
that they probably think will be 
more popular and therefore de- 
serves the push (Well, they obvi- 
ously aren’t going to replace it with 


SO, McCOY, 
WHAT DO YOU 


OH, | THOUGHT 
MAYBE I'D 
STAY IN 
TONIGHT. 


a show that they think isn’t as good. 
That's just stupid! They wouldn't 
take a show that they thought was a 
hit off the air, not even tempo- 
rarily!). When The Big Guy returns, 
it will be sporadic, as they try to fill 
in empty time slots. It won't stay 
in the same time slot for very long. 
This will kill the show. A show that 
takes effort to find out when it’s on 
all of the time isn’t going to get a 
lot of veiwers. The same thing hap- 
pened a few. years ago to Sam and 
Max: Freelance Police, another fine 
Fox Kids program. Sam and Max 
was damn funny. Fuck Animaniacs 
or any of that crap, Sam and Max 
had jokes about crushing things in 
your dad's vice, references ta 


Apocalypse Now, and a Christmas \ 


special set in a prison. 

“So,” you probably aren't 
asking, “What delightful programme 
are they putting in its place?” Here is 
the thing that pisses me off the most. 
Fox Kids has decided that they'd 
rather show-doublé episodes of the 
Pokemon ripoff, Digimon. They're 
nol even replacing it with a new show! 
They want to show more episades of 
a Show that’s already on, a show that’s 
basically a copy of another show! A 
show that Fox Kids thinks will prob- 
ably sell more merchandise, Hey, the 
kids love Pokemon, right?, Then, 


_ surely theyll love this other show 


THE AMAZING ADVENTURES OF SURLY BOY AND McCOY THE DUCK? 


KILL SOME 
WOMEN. 
Y'KNOW. 


The Big Guy 
Takes the PLunge 


that’s exactly the same. Let's show it 
twice as much and get rid of all the 
shows that are different. This really 
doesn’t give kids a diverse selection 
tochoose from. This prac- 
tice of homogeniz- 
ing.the lineup will 
only ‘cause it to 
stagnate. There’sno growth 
if everything that’s different isn’t 
givena chance, It..oh, I'm sorry. This 
is only a cartoon we're talking about 
here. \ 

In more peftanant news, 
COCD js looking for suggestions on 
what to do with the Airport Lounge 
So far, most of the suggestions it 
volve making it a place lor sex, 


\ smoking ap, or drinking.) Aaah, 


what a community. No wonder 
nothing ever gets done around here, 
Anyone with a SERIOUS sugges- 
tion should bring it to Community 
Council, Otherwise, the activists 
Will probably take it and turn it inte 
an activist lounge or something. 
Lastly, after having my gas 
siphoned at least THREE TIMES 
(How'd you like that last ane, 
fuckers? Was the gas in your mouth 
worth less than a quarter of a tank?) 
I've had to invest in a little gadget 
known as a locking gas cap. HA 
HA! FUCKERS! NO MORE Fay 
FRBE GAS FOR YOU! i 


by Jacod Chabot 


MEANT LOVE ANO 
CHERISH Tet Mat 
heh heh. LOVE 
AND CHEESE 


YOUNE BEN 

ACTING KINDA 

FUNNY LATELY: 
S MECOY, 


Cc 2 | 
m 
_=. 
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October 19 


Vandalism 

Oct. 19, 6:32 p.m.: Prescott 
Gate; chain snapped—needs 
replacement 

Oct. 23, 3:56 p.-m.: Tennis 
Courts; tennis court scuffed up 
from skateboards 

Oct. 24, 8:17 a.m.: Enfield; 
entrance sign in parking lot 
pushed over/written on 

Oct. 25, 8:20 a.m.: Main 
Entrance painted on front sign 
Traffic 

Oct. 19, 7:29 p.m.: Suspicious 
vehicle—Phys Plant, checked 
OK 

Oct. 21, 6:20 p.m.: Speeding 
Oct. 24, 2:30 a.m.: Enfield 
Circle; vehicle towed from 
Enfield circle 

Oct. 24, 2:00 a.m.: Enfield Lot; 
vehicle towed from Enfield Lot 


Animal 
Oct. 24, 8:00 p.m.: Enfield; 
barking dog complaint 


Disturbance 

Oct. 21, 12:35 a-m.: Enfield; 
quiet upon arrival 

Oct. 21, 11:58 p.m.: FPH; noise 
complaint ; 
Oct. 22, 1:44 a.m.: Dakin; noise 
complaint 

Oct. 24, 2:22 a.m.: Merrill; 
noise complaint 

Oct. 24, 5:05 a.m.: Dakin; alarm 
clock going off—person gone 


Suspicious Person 
Oct. 19, 7:40 a.m.: Dakin; 
checked OK 

Oct. 21, 1:59 a.m.: Person 
sleeping in the Yurt—moved 
along 

Oct. 24, 4:13 a.m.: Prescott; 
male not seen on campus before 


Fire Hazard 

Oct. 23, 11:21 a.m.: Enfield; 
faulty smoke detector 

Oct. 25, 10:30 p.m.: Day Care 
Center; oven left on 


- October 25 


Fire Alarm 

Oct. 21, 1:20 a.m.: Dakin; 
cigarette/marijuana smoke 

Oct. 21, 10:56 p.m.: Prescott; 
burnt popcorn 

Oct. 22, 12:50 a.m.: Dakin; 
cooking smoke 

Oct. 22, 2:44 a.m.: Dakin; 
accidental 

Oct. 22, 7:01 a.m.: Dakin; 
accidental 

Oct. 23, 6:30 p.m.: Enfield; 
cooking smoke 

Oct. 24, 3:51 p.m.: Prescott; 
cooking smoke 


Intrusion Alarm 
Oct. 25, 12:20 p.m.: Robert 
Crown Center; accidental 


Special Service 
Oct. 22, 12:45 p-m.: 
Belchertown, Belchertown PD 
Oct. 23, 2:15 a.m.: Greenwich; 
asked to check on student— Fy 


concerned about depression Ww 


A Humble Apology 


I’m the guy that submitted that tooth fairy comic. You know, the one from the last issue? 
Il, in case you didn’t notice, it looked like crap. My mistake, I’m afraid. See, since the 


by Aaron Shattuck 


original drawings were on 14 x 17 inch paper, 


dise and send it Omen-ward. Silly me, I discounted the fact that the 


a scan on-screen and a scan printed out can be quite large 
5 , : : ; 
my webpage, so if you're willing to take the time 


I thought it'd be easiest to just scan them onto 


discrepancy in quality between 


indeed. Anyway, I uploaded the comic to 
out of your life to check it out at 


www2.crosswinds.net/~floot/comics/, I think you/lla ; 

gree that it looks 
a hell of a lot better on-screen (which means that it 
doesn’t look like it was drawn with an Etch-A-Sketch. ) 


Yeah, so that’s it. You can go back to reading 


they're running this time), now. 


Page 4 volume 13 number 5 


pornography review cut-ups (or whatever 


By J Wilder Konschak 


s I write this, I have 359 
days left before my di 
sastrous, persistent, and, 


enfin, fatal alcohol addiction com- 
mences. In less than 12 months, I will 
be 21 years old, and the intentional 
buming of my brains shall begin. I feel 
that this filthy habit will be a wel- 
comed replacement to mingling with, 
and thinking about, menacing ex- 
fiancées. And it has got to be a more 
enjoyable form of self-destruction. 

Just ask the Omen staff. 

But, until then, I must survive 
on this motto: doing nothing is better 
than doing a psychotic ex. Involving 
myself with this “woman” would be 
worse than drinking Drano. Yes, I must 
remember what my mommy always 
told me: when you drink Drano, it bums 
your mouth, throat, and stomach, then 
you pass out, and bleed to death, so don’t 
drink Drano. I must remember that get- 
ting back with this girl would be much 
worse than drinking Drano- even with 
the blowjobs. 

No matter what the Omen 
staff says. 

Though, I must admit, I can 
handle being single until I go to the 
mall; I’m perfectly well equipped to 
resist her, until I walk through a K- 
Mart. This is because, for me, the 
hardest part of being single is that long 
walk through the lingerie section of 
the department store. If | want to make 
it from the parking lot to the food 
court, I must inevitably pass the taunt- 
ing bras and mocking panties, and 
once I’m there, I have no choice but 
to look at them. 


And I then have to think “I must buy 
that for my goddess of a girlfriend.” 
And then, “I don’t have a goddess of 
a girlfriend. I don’t even have doggy 
of a girlfriend.” And then, finally, I 
have to suffer the ultimate, saddest 
failure, and I have to think, “Wouldn’t 
that look hot on my ex?” 

Punch. 

I say “punch” because I’ve 
been trying to classically condition 
myself to forget about my ex-fiancée. 
This is my method: whenever I 
think about her, I 
punch myself in the 
face. Some people 
spend their lonesome 
hours using their 
hand for other 
things; I use it to 
injure myself. 

My lovely — bam! crunch! — my 
attractive — crack! twack!- that filthy 
whore, my ex, was on the Hampshire 
campus today, searching for me, I pre- 
sume. I don’t think she was here for 
our Cog Sci Department. I was com- 
ing back from the mall, and I saw her 
across the quad, a blond who would 
have been salaciously exciting, if she 
ever stopped wearing thal huge, 
frumpy denim coat. 

I saw her, recognized her, and 
then ran away. 

Hiding in Saga, | told a friend 
what I'd seen. “What’re you gonna do 
if she finds you?” “I don’t know,” I mut- 
tered. “I think I'll kill myse—Actually, 
I'll probably fuck her.” “I thought you'd 
say that,” said he. “Really?” said L “I 


_ I Hate That SEX 
1S 67% “EX” 


didn’t know I was going to say it until it 
came out of my mouth.” 

Last time, I didn’t know | 
was going to do it, until I did her. 

And yet I still have faith in 
things working out for the best, if I’m 
just patient. 

So let’s talk about Tolstoy. 

I was riding home from work 
the other day, and I had Tolstoy’s tale 
of love and marriage, Family Happi- 
ness, stowed on the back of my bike. 
Watching his old, ugly picture bounce 
on the rack, I wondered what 
Tolstoy’d think of me reading his 
book. I wondered if that crab knew 
that I was riding around with his work 
on the back of my bike, in the middle 
of a drugged-out, fucked up, turn-of- 
the-new-century college. I wondered 
if he knew that his book sat on my 
lap while I watched loved ones sleep. 
I wondered if old stanky pants knew 
that he didn’t do a damn thing to dis- 
solve my vain dreams of happiness. 

He was a smart man. If there’s 
an afterlife, I hope that Leo knows that 
his most despicable deprecations toward 
hope, love, relationships, and life didn’t 
crack the mind of even an Omen author 
— didn’t even touch a lonely, cranky, 
afraid of lingerie, and planning to drink 
himself into a stupor, writer. | hope he 
knows that. Because, if a corpse could 
figure that out, maybe my stupid ex will 
get the goddamn hint and stay the hell 
away! The genius Count Leo Tolstoy 
can’t convince me to give up hope for 
something better—ou ain’t gota chance, 
chick! 

At least for another 359 Fy 
days. \ 


12 November, 1999 Page 5 


Cinema 


BLASE 


by Wade Stuchwisch 
The Future’s Uncertain And 
The End Is Always Near.” 
That may well be my all-time 
favorite Doors quote. I’m not really 
much of a Doors fan so there are 
probably better ones out there that ] 
don’t know about, but oh well, it’s 
a movie review in the Omen for 
crap’s sake. It’s the line in “Road- 
house” right after “I woke up this 
moming and I got myself a beer.” 
People seem to like that quote a 
Jot (the part about morning and 
beer, not the part about the future 
and the end). In fact, a lot of 
people just plain forget the next 
line. They belt out, “Weelllll, 1 
woke up this mawnin’, an’ I] got 
myself a be-er... ” with gusto, 
then go, “Umm... fuck, what’s 
the next part?” Those people suck. 

So I saw this movie Fight 

Club. And oh man, was it dense. Not 
that it was too dense or it wasn’t a 
fun watch or I don’t recommend it 
or anything. But you know how us 
intellectual student types are ... we 
see any kind of film or television 
show with any kind of intellectual 
content and we automatically pick 
it apart. Then again, isn’t that ex- 
actly the intelligent thing to do when 
presented with a film text? I need a 
fucking beer. | will shut up now. 

1 would like to mention at 
this juncture that it is 1:45 in the 
early hours of Sunday the 30th of 
October (that’s 1:45 pre-time 
change) and | am alone in my room, 
stone cold sober, and writing for The 
Omen, Jet me tell you about this 
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IT am 


wonderful thing called being a col- 
lege senior at Hampshire College. 
You're either holed up in your won- 
drous Prescott mod, afraid to leave 
lest anyone would take it away from 
you, or you're stuck in a dormitory 
while all your friends in other parts 
of the world are actually living in- 
dependently in off-campus housing. 
You have friends, but they are al- 
ways off with their significant other, 
whether they like it or not. Every- 
one you know is broken and bitter. 
Alcohol no longer makes you do stu- 
pid things. One of your best friends is 
getting fucking married while your 
last decent relationship was in high 
school. The Future Is Uncertain and 
The End Is Always Near. Somebody 
get me a goddam beer. 

So back to the movie. My 
gosh, it’s a nihilistic little gem. Yes, 
it features Brad Pitt being crazy, 
which is always fun. Yes, it also fea- 
tures aging operatic rocker Meat Loaf 
with gigantic breasts. And yes, it fea- 
tures false reel change spots and single 
frame subliminal images. Where the 
hell was I going with this sentence? 
Excuse me for a second . . . 

Abh, alcohol, my best 
friend. How I’ve missed you. As 
long as I have a few dollars you will 
never leave me. Is it a good sign to 
be drinking alone at 1:57 on a Sun- 
day morning (sull haven't reset the 
clocks), especially when [ have to 
get up for work at 8:30? No. It is 
bad. But back to the movie. A lot of 
people have made a big deal over 
the “anti-consumer” message of the 
film. That’s a tough theme to nail 


Wade’s 


Drunken Article 
of Melancholy 


down, especially considering the 
overall nihilism of the film. Nihil- 
ism and progressive politics really 
don’t mix. And then there’s the fact 
that it was funded by a major stu- 
dio. Everything is these days. Indie 
film is dead once again, folks. If it 
sells, it will be bought. That's a ba- 
sic law of currency and economics, 
especially in the tricky world of the 
arts and entertainment. It's 
not really some- 
thing that can be 
fought easily with 


big “ism”s and such. 
It’s the power of the consumer 
over the producer. It’s the reason 
why Fugazi stops the show if kids 
start crowd-riding. It’s a tough 
thing to fight. 
So right now it looks like 
in less that a year either George W. 
Bush or AJ Gore will be our Presi- 
dent clect. Does this scare the shit 
out of anyone else on this campus? 
I’ve had a bunch of parts of 
songs running through my head re- 
cently. (This is going back to the 
song lyrics thing.) Actually, I've 
probably been having entire Jaw- 
breaker albums playing in my 
skull. There's some Samiam 
mixed in, too... “Sitting in the 
comer. Don’t know what to think. 
I can't speak. | sink a little deeper 
with every drink. I try fo sleep. I 
shut my eyes. Like a leaky faucet, 
fear floods the room... I'm 
aggrivated, I’m what you've cre- 
ated now. Please don’t break me.” 
continued on next page 


Self Love 


by Tequila “Keely” Flynn 

cing a narcissist (yeah, 

that’s two pictures of my 

self on my door), I decided 
that the only rea/ topic of interest 
worth writing about—in terms of 
what I'd want to read—would be 
me. I'm that fascinating. 

Currently, the quirky 
Keely-ism that’s rocking C-4...is 
my new possession. I've never 
really owned one of these before; 
sure, I’ve imagined such things 
but never quite gotten up the nerve 
to go out and purchase one. What 
would my friends think? Would 
they scoff? Would they want to 
join in on the fun? It's white. It’s 
shapely. It vibrates. Apparently, 
it’s indicative of my sexual pref- 
erences. | can assure you that it is 
not. I'm not really that type of girl. 
Really. 

Sickos. It's a toothbrush. 
I plug it into my wall for a brief 
overnight and get out of it the 
sheer, unadulterated pleasure of 
forty-five minutes to do with it as 
1 please. Oh, believe you me, | en- 


continued from previous page 

I'm lost. | can’t go on. 
There's nothing left to say. See the 
movie. Read the book. (I'd love 
to but I don’t have the time.) Rel- 
ish every moment of your life that 
you're not in pain. Never try, fail- 
ure is the best revenge. (More 
fucking song lyrics...) 

1 woke up this morning 
and | got myself a beer. The 
future’s uncertain and the end is 
always near. | am Jack's twisted 
stomach of regret. This plane is 
definitely crashing. Rock and Rall 
Lives. | kissed the bottle, | 
should've been kissing you... 
Good night Hampshire, wher- ff 
ever you are. 


Joy every last second. And the spe- 
cial attachment? Is this truly neces- 


say? The first seven 
inches seem a tad 
excessive on its 
own...but three and 


@ half more? Who was 
the genius daring people to deep- 
throat their own oral apparatus? It 
isn’t possible anyhow, It vacillates 
too much, 

As if that weren't enough, 
the addition of toothpaste makes il 
all the more stimulating. Notice that 
1 didn't use the word “lubricant.” | 
could have, but | didn’t. | prefer 
Sensodyne, but I’m a maverick that 
way. The slightly numbing, non-pe- 
troleum-based, hypoallergenic cool- 
ness of it all gets me every time. 

The amusement of my 
hallmates makes it a slightly exhi- 
bitionist procedure, Voyeurs. | see 
the way that they giggle, with their 
outright gawks, elbows resting on 
the sinks to steady themselves as 
they think to themselves “Good 
God, woman...again?” Yeah, well, 
it’s slightly addictive. My tongue 
hasn’ttingled this much since fourth 
grade when | was pinned to the 
ground by three boys so that Mikey 
“Fatwhacker’ Appleton could kiss me 
“the real way.” Same unreal rush, 

Anyhow, I challenge you to 
try this just once and then go a day 
without it. Good luck. Not only does 
it forever shift your reality off-kil- 
ter, your gums have that fresh, 
plaque-free luster that only comes 
when I do. Eww! That's just wrong 
to put into print. | apologize for my 
wiltiness. The lewdness of my sur- 
roundings is tainting the innocence 
of my oral hygiene. The shaft is 
white, for the love of God, Yes, a 
moment of utter motionlessness Is 
needed afterwards to fully appreci- 


ate the sensavun bal } Gon! ws 


‘ 
t 

how Zen-like meditaon can > 
consinied as dirty 

bor the record, Gas ened 
alluding lo “sale sex.” [t's Got test 
I don’) beheve i the insntatien 
of self-love. ins just thar ] ve 
physically nevei tehed on such a 
thing Go ahead. | know what 
you're thinking Muhatishs 
she's such an in-demand aymphe- 
she has people trampling down hes 
door al every waking hour- please, 
Ict me please you! No, That's not 
it, Mostly 

| suppase I'm simply too 
driven by the concept of hosmone- 
induced youngsters rolling on the 
floor in passionate, dimly Hil ex- 
changes of hot kisses and who knows 
what else. But only when I’m in- 
volved. Otherwise that would be just 
weird, 

Sweet Lord, bow did this 
tum so torrid? Gum disease is a 
Teal threat, people! Until the day 
that Llock myself in my room with 
my string of purple lights, a 
Marvin Gaye CD, and my silk pa- 
jamas, there is no reason to read 
too deeply into these things. We 
all have our compulsions; mine 
just happens to involve a rather 
large, supercharged instrument 
With an odd shape. And @ ptece 
that jerks up and down, Quickly 

Hinm ... now that | think 
about it, it's about that time again 
Who was the psycho whe sug- 
gested brushing one’s teeth only 
three times a day? Screw that 
Hey, when the craving creeps up, 
you submit. Off fo the sinks now, 
armed with the toothbrush, a dab 
or two of Sensodyne, a cigaretic, 
anda Zippo lighter. | think it’s the 
fluorescent lighters that re- 
ally charge me up. Mmm, hit () 

uw 


nie baby one more time Fi 
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«Section 
ou ZOLE 


by Michael Zole 

‘ve noticed that a lot of 
people at Hampshire like 
The Simpsons. See, I'ma 
first year, and I catch on fast like 
that. If you don’t go to the Dakin 
living room every Sunday to 
watch and eat some kick-ass 
cookies, then you probably 
watch from your lounge or mod, 
and maybe you even watch the 
daily syndicated reruns. In 
short, Hampshire is a Simpsons 
school. And why not: it’s the 
longest-running animated series 
in television history, which is 
particularly significant consid- 
ering how fierce the market is. 
Animated shows, while cheap to 
produce and attractive to audi- 
ences, have a way of petting old 
fast or wearing out their wel- 
come. I’m sure you can think of 
a dozen examples of the top of 
your head (to get you started: 
Beavis and Butt-head), but The 

Simpsons endures. 
So it stands to reason 
that when Simpsons’ creator 


i 


“Shinter than yours, meathag!” 


Matt Groening launched his new 
animated series Futurama, ex- 
pectations were high. The day 
after Futurama’s midseason de- 
but, The Simpsons fans at my 
school were abuzz with, well, 
mixed feclings. To be honest, 
the first Futurama was not ex- 
actly bust-a-gut funny. It was 
soggy with perfunctory back 
story and transparent attempts at 
making us like Fry, the clucless 
protagonist. On repeat viewings, 
though, it’s not a bad episode; 
it just tries too hard. Mr 
Groening was probably well 
aware of The Simpsons fan base 
breathing down his neck, and as 
a result he didn’t take any 
chances. On the other hand, isn’t 
taking chances what made The 
Simpsons what it is? In all hon- 
esty, | grew to like Futurama 
pretty quickly. It has a lot of 
things going for it. For one, it 
has visual style out the ass. The 
art in The Simpsons has never 
been spectacular, but Futurama 
is filled with detail, not to men- 

bon great com- 

puler generated 


Pe vehicles, which 


are seamlessly 
integrated with 
the hand-drawn 
animation, 
Whereas The 
Simpsons had 
four protago- 
J nists (Maggie 
doesn't count) 
». to juggle from 
episode to epi- 
sode, Futurama 

‘\ focuses pretty 
much on Fry, 


i 
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and as a result we see more co- 
hesive plots. There’s also a 
premise, a reasonably three-di- 
mensional cast, and an overall 
sense of realism that The 
Simpsons always lacked. Con- 
sider this: Springfield, the 
Simpsons’ hometown, has a 
huge mountain range, a gorge, 
alkali flats, and is somehow 
landlocked and on the coast at 
the same time. If they want to 
pull that shit in Futurama, at 
least they have the trump card 
of space travel. 

Now, it may seem like I'm 
coming down pretty hard on The 
Simpsons. V'm a big fan of the 
show, though, and that’s what 
makes me so disappointed with 
the past few seasons, In my opin- 
ion, the show really got good 
when the writers got over Bart's 
“little bastard” appeal (which ap- 
palled my fourth grade teacher, I 
recall) and let the characters’ bi- 
zarre personalities carry the show. 
But after a while, 
it gets tough to 
keep raising the 
bar in terms of 


weirdness. Thus, the past 
few seasons of The Simpsons 
have been a little weak. They've 
been hilarious, of course; the 
show would have to get a lot 
worse to stop being funny. But 
recently, there has been a de- 
pressing reliance on one-shot 
characters (usually voiced by 
big-name celebrities, which is 
starting to annoy me) to create 
a plot. And the plots have be- 
come predictable and formulaic 
in the extreme, to the point 


where al 
ou 


staple of Simpsons 


A 
jmitators {nol ioe ‘ 
name any names, The 7 24 
Critic). It’s still 4 ’ 


funny, but ] leave \ 
each episode fecling | 
weirdly let down. In } 
short, | think The 
Simpsons” best years 
have come and gone. 
And yet, here 
we have Matt ~~ 
Groening busting his 
ass over Futurama 
and reactions have 
been lukewarm. I’ve 
talked to many 
Simpsons fans about 


t-of-context gags OF simple 
cirdness, which was once a around delivering stuff). It's got 
we 


| the humor consists of and flexibility (the episodes don't 


necessarily have to be focused 


this, and they say they Wade's choice of drink in the 31st century 


just plain don’t like : 
the show. I think the problem is 
that they expect it to be The 
Simpsons, whether or not they re- 
alize it; the jokes are similar, the 
artis similar (but better), and even 
the characters are a little similar. 
Simpsons fans expect the similar- 
ity to continue; but it doesn’t. 
Rather, it stops. Futurama is, deep 
down, a completely different 
show, with the only real common 
thread being Mr. Groening’s 
twisted sense of humor. Let’s 
look at what Futurama has go- 
ing for it. It’s got visuals, as I 
mentioned earlier. It’s got a 
premise that offers a good com- 
bination of dependability (Fry is 


an episode where “Baby Got 
Back” by Sir Mix-a-lot is referred 
to as “classical music”. 

Most of all, in my opin- 
ion, it’s got one hell of a cast. 
Fry is the ultimate brick wall, in 
terms of intelligence. You don’t 
really have to like him as a hero; 
you just have to laugh at his ex- 
pense. There’s Leela, the obliga- 
tory hottie, who isn’t usually 
that funny but serves as a char- 
acter foil. There’s the Professor, 
the nutty old guy who strikes me 
as a throwback to The Simpsons’ 
Professor Frink. And then there 
are the scores of minor charac- 
ters, whose names I can't re- 


always going to be a delivery boy) member off the top of my head. 


But for my money, you can't 


beat Bender. the bad-ass robot. 


! mean, his first line of dialogue 
in the whole series is “Bite 
my shiny metal ass”, He 
~ goes crazy and starts sing- 
tng folk songs when you 
pul a magnet on him. He 
Says rude stuff when you or 
, | wouldn't even think to 
Plus, he's a robot. What's 
{not to like? 
Futurama certainly isn’t 
The Simpsons by any 
) Siretch of the imagination, 
but this is no reason to 
write iL off as a disappoint- 
ment. Underneath all the 
hype and marketing lies a 
pretty cool show that has a 
ton of potential. Mean- 
while The Simpsons is of- 
fering less and less of what 
we expect from it, and it seems 
unlikely that the show will ever 
fully recapture its former bril- 
liance. It may seem a little tragic 
to us hardcore Simpsons fans, 
but between the syndicated re- 
runs and the growing genius of 
Futurama, I'm not too worried. 
And | suggest you all put your 
prejudices aside and give 
Futurama an honest chance. 
Otherwise, I'll have to get 23rd 
century on your ass. 


7 na 


The first episode of Futurama ts 
available on MPEG through the 
PC network on Zole's Bucket 
and Sangretoro. It's prob- i) 
ably legal. 


THE AMAZING ADVENTURES OF SURLY BOY AND. .. MAURICE! DUN-DUUNNNI 


hy Jacob Chabot 


You'Re NOT ALAS AND 
McCOY, ARE ALACK! I'M 
you? SCUTTLED! 
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by Michael ~Benni™ Pierce 
once had a wet wooden leg, but the 
moths flew off with it before I could 
-al i Now it dangles out in the tree 
out front, hanging like a backstreet bar’s 
ultraviolet neon sign, attracting them for- 
ever. I wish I had a shotgun. 

And then, the caterpillars ate 
all of my shoes. Of course, not all of 
them, just the ones I could wear. They 
left all of the right ones behind — and I 
can’t wear them on my left foot. 1 don’t 
have a right foot cause the lady bug’s 
gotit 

While | was asleep one night, 
an infinite number of rascally little lady 
bugs got together and were able to co- 
erce my left leg into trading my nght 
leg away for something in return. As far 
as I can tell, my left leg, being the dumb 
jerk that it is, gave those flying, naked 
ladies my right leg, receiving a free cat 
in retum, which sort of appeared at my 
house at the same time. I named it Ugly, 
and it seemed to like it just fine. 

Dung the blissless day, | lie 
in my bed, a bauble to these flashy- 
lashed women of the world, whose 
flutterings and bewildering smiles make 
me think of tall, cool glasses of chilled 
ice water. However, these ladies offer 
me no brand of comfort as comforting 
as making bread, kneading the dough, 
so firm and sympathetic, like a pat of 
margarine, melting in the sun. That 
makes me hungry. 

I remember that the last time | 
had a decent meal was about two years 
ago. I was a man of the world, my legs 
both still skillfully intact, not by science 
or technology, but by nature herself, for 
I was born two-legged. There was a 
woman there as well - a jolly individual 
whose aspiring mind and promise of a 
free meal had brought her to me, the pre- 
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Ralph and his 


mier food critic. In my day, everybody 
knew me in the business world only as 
“One Shot Ralph”. As the name implies, 
I only allowed a single chance for any 
of the future chefs of Amenca to im- 
press me, which didn’t happen very of- 
ten, thus my second name which I came 
to be known by in the business world, 
“Eat Shit Ralph.” 

Whether or not she knew me 
by my first or second name did not 
bother me at the moment, for the 
sctumptious cheeseburger she had just 
brought out to me was geometrically ex- 
quisite smelling. She had also made 
deep-fried french fries as a compliment 
to the meal. | finished the whole kit and 
caboodle within ten minutes. 

When I had finished, she 
walked out to me and said, “What did 
you think of it?” | looked up at her, just 
after putting my napkin down, and was 
going to say something that would im- 
ply I would like to sleep with her, when 
I noticed that instead of there only being 
one of her in my vision, there were now 
eight. And then ten. And then twenty. 

“What’s going on?” I blurted 
out, not feeling at all well. 

She smiled, “Ah ... I believe my 
special ingredient has taken effect even 
faster than I had intended.” And that’s 
when the greatest meal I had ever eaten 
gave me the worst case of unconscious- 
ness I have ever experienced up to 
present day. 

Looking back now, I realize 
that I only have two conclusions to be 
made about that day. Number one: I 
should have bought a shotgun instead 
of a handgun after that incident. A hand- 
gun is undoubtedly not big enough to 
do the amount of damage I need a 
weapon to do. Number two: I believe 
that the woman who fed me that awe- 


20,@0@ Ladies 


some-tasting venom-laced burger with 
cheese had used some sort of poison that 
was made of a concentrated amount of 
insect pheromones. 

I'm as angry as a one-legged 
man in an ass-kicking contest. 

But, please understand that 
from every good case of extreme para- 
noia comes a plan that will not only solve 
all problems, but present no new ones 
as well. I believe that a good solution 
will do that. All questions answered, no 
questions left to be answered, unless of 
Course, you are stupid enough to make 
more work for yourself. | am not a stu- 
pid man. 

My 20,000 spotted ladies now 
cover the walls, the floor, the bed, the 
curtains, the lampshade, and my body, 
making my room look like the extenior 
of a dramatic cow. They infest my room 
like a heavy London fog that gently ca- 
resses your face, the hand of a lover and 
a leaver. ] cannot run from them, | can- 
not join them, I cannot understand them. 

Well, I believe the time has 
come for me to finally show these bugs 
the perfect solution. They will even be 
intelligent enough to understand what 
I’m doing. If only they knew that I did it 
because of them. 


“Why? Why did he do it? I 

don’t understand why he did it.” 

“1s it what I said?” 

“Hey you - get out of his nose! 
I bet you made him do it.” 

“His head looked so much 
more pleasing when it was in one piece.” 

“Who knew that a bullet could 
do so much damage?” 

“Hey — I’m a lady bug, not a 
freaking gypsy moth. How am I sup- 
posed to know what to do with his dead 
carcass?” 


It was true. Not any one of us 
knew what to do next. We had not in- 
tended on this man doing such a horrible 
thing. We had only wanted to bother him 
and make him uncomfortable, not cause 
himto commit such a dastardly act as this, 

We were now in need of some 
guidance. Luckily, our leader, the Great, 
Large, Grand Ladybug stepped forward 
and spoke. He said, “Fellow Ladies re- 
joice! Our day of victory has finally come, 
This human, with his little compassion 
and feelings, died because he felt his sins 
during his life were just too horrible to 
live with. If he could not live by the ways 
of living, he would perish by the way he 
was living. So I say, rejoice again!” A 
small cheer came from all of the lady- 
bugs present. The Great, Large, Grand 
Ladybug was right, of course. He knew 
the humans better than any one of us. He 
had followed them around ever since the 
day he was bom. He was rumored to have 
even mated with one, but nobody spoke 
of that. 

“See how the small will receive! 
This man’s death gives us new freedom, 
new ways in which we shall evolve. Fol- 
low me, my ever so spotted ones, as we 
travel into the Promised Land — a place 
where we will find our final destiny! Tell 
all the bugs that you see — come, follow 
me! Follow me!” Mystified, we all 
watched as the Great, Large, Grand La- 
dybug then marched from his speaking 
place on the tip of the man’s colossal nose. 
Along the human’s face he bravely 
moved, his wings fluttering in anticipated 
excitement. Oureyes remained pealed on 
him until he disappeared into the leaking, 
crimson void that now enveloped most 
of the man’s head. We didn’t know ex- 
actly what he had said or what was going 
through his mind at that moment, but his 
voice was so motivational and moving 
that every ladybug followed him in. 

One after another, we each 
bravely scurried into the open crater that 
awaited us. It was a large space for such 
tiny creatures, and within only alittle time, 
we were all inside, waiting for something 


tohappen. We all chattered happily dur- 
ing this time, seeing that the place we 
Were in wasn’t too bad at all. It was a 
litde sticky still, but that would soon pass. 
‘The Great, Large, Grand Ladybug was 
Correct — we had reached the Promised 
Land at last. 


Along the dark walkway 
moved the three men to their friend's 
deathbed. Each dressed in red, they ap- 
proached his final resting place, They 
proceeded in such a way that you would 
have supposed them to be three Spirits, 
floating across the ground, never speak- 
ing to each other, destined only to do 
what was said of them as the creed of 
their religion. They knew that their 
Brother would have wanted them to fol- 
low the guidelines on what was to be 
done with his body now that he was 
deceased. 

They entered the house, and 
looked around, blindly, never having 
stepped in his house before, However, 
they could smell his body, his death, his 
new ghost. Around the comer and 
through the hall they went until they 
reached a closed door Opening 
it, they found their 
friend dead, in bed, 
covered in red, with 


nothing to be said. 

Tt was quiet in his small room, 
nota sound around to be heard. Each of 
the redly-dressed men looked at each 
other, und sensed the fact that none of 
them really wanted to touch his body to 
take it back to the cathedral, It was then 
decided that the men would torch his 
body right here, in the place with which 
he lived. 

One man produced a small 
pack of “Stylized” Brand matches; the 
next a canister of sweet smelling bum- 
ing powders; and the final one a pouch 
of explosive resin, which would be 
placed directly within the thing that killed 
him: his head, 

‘They were skilled in this, the 


ancient art of Skaninawah, the burmunig 
Of human bodies for the soul purpose of 
releasing their spint. In only a minor 
amount of time compared to Ralph's eter 
nal imprisonment, the men prepared hum 
to be brought back to life 

After giving him a final bless 
ing and numerous no-frills farewells, they 
moved out of the house, and flastind back 
toa point where it would be sate to deter 
nate their fem 

The explosion that followed was 
almost inaudible. The three red spirits 
looked at each other, unknowing, uncar 
ing, Never to know thal the reascn that 
this was so was because aboet L008) tay 
insects had given their own lives t buffer 
the shock wave as il expanded fron the 
flammable material. 

Outside of the house, the last 
remains of One-Shot Ralph blew im the 
wind, like a set of chimes meant ky altract 
the most unusual of persons. The hone leg 
would live on beyond Ralph's own ex- 
istence. However, reincamation can be a 
bitch if cach and every bit of your baxty 
doesn’t pass onto the next world 


“Mrs. Bug?” 

“Yes?” 

“Well, we've checked out your 
babies.” 

“Uh-huh.” 

“And everything seems to be 
alright..." 

“That's nice to hear” 

“Well, everything except for are 
thing.” 

“Really?” 

“Yes, it scems that one of your 
babies is missing a leg.” 

“No!” 

“Yes — and it soem that he 5s 
very pissed off as well” 

“Oh, T knew | should Dave 
never let my husband go off ty take 
those crazy bugs on a crusade to the 
Promised Land! Now | have to niise 
these damn mutants myself.” And with 
that said, mother Lady Bug 
marched away, fluttering her 
tiny Wings all of the way, wu 
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by Jennifer Gifford 


umans like to believe that 
they are alone in this uni- 
verse. It makes them feel 


safe and important. This theory then 
implies that all stories of other life 
are faery tales. And so, I tell a faery 
tale, one that can be disregarded 
completely as nonsense for sci-fi 
nerds. So, enter with no false ex- 
pectations of truth. 

There exists in a far away 
galaxy a small planet, covered with 
small races of small creatures. One 
of these minute races is called the 
Splud. They, as has already been 
stated, are very small creatures. 
They have a yellow tinged skin that 
is very thin and through which can 
be seen, faintly, pink veins. A very 
fine layer of pale blue fuzz covers 
their skin. Their eyes protrude from 
their heads like ping pong balls at- 
tached to slinkies. Their feet are 
large and attached to the bottoms of 
their round bodies. They walk 
somewhat the way a penguin here 
on Earth does. The only things 
about them that are remotely beau- 
tiful or graceful are their arms, 
which are slender, with delicately 
small hands. 

It is this trait that has en- 
abled them to become extremely 
skilled technicians. Their hands, 
able to handle incredibly intricate 
machinery, have been able to build 
microchips smaller than the atom. 
Their technological advancement is 
famed throughout the galaxy. They 
have been able to build a machine 
to do everything for them that a 
machine could be wanted to do. 
They have machines that brush their 
teeth, machines that tie their shoes, 
even machines that will have sex 
with that grossly disgusting guy that 
no one will come within twenty feet 
of. They believed themselves to 
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have invented everything that ever 
could be invented. 

Then one day, a young 
Splud decided to travel the universe, 
observing different cultures, taking 
notes on them. He came back and 
informed his people that there was 
indeed one thing they had never in- 
vented. The people held their 
breath—what could they have over- 
looked? The young Splud soon an- 
swered this query. They had, in fact, 
not yet invented a god. 

It seemed that other cul- 
tures in the galaxy had this ex- 
tremely interesting gadget that 
would do many things for them. He 
would determine their lives for 
them, and give them things when 
they asked for them in an appropri- 
ately respectful tone, and if enough 
fruit and animals were burned in 
theirhonor. This god was 
even someone on whom 
all problems could 


be blamed. The Splud were 
amazed! To think that they had 
never even thought of a machine 
that could do all of these wonderful 
things for them at once. They set 
right to work building one. 

Many top scientists, com- 
puter engineers, technicians were 
consulted, and the notes of the 
young Splud carefully reviewed. 
For months and months the Splud 
laboured, working to build a god for 
their people. Finally it was finished. 
They unveiled it one bright day, and 
the people were ecstatic. It was 
beautiful! It was made of chrome 
with plates of gold and silver here 
and there. One of the technicians 
turned it on. 

“I am Sandorf!” it bel- 
lowed, “here to serve you as your 
god!” The people cheered and a 
parade began, at the end of which, 


Sandorf was placed on an espe- 
cially high pedestal from which he 
could perform his duties. 

Weeks rolled by, and the 
people realized that the things they 
were asking for when they knelt at 
the feet of Sandorf just weren’t 
coming to them. And when they 
blamed him for the things that went 
wrong in their lives, they really 
didn’t feel any better. They began 
to complain, quietly, and only 
amongst people they trusted. 
Sandorf, they had noticed, tended 
to get angry quite easily, and they 
didn’t want to upset him by speak- 
ing out against him. A general dis- 
satisfaction was taking hold among 
the general populace. 

Then one day Sandorf sent 
down a book of rules, laws that they 
must follow. He told them that if 
they did not follow the laws, he 
would kill them all with the lasers 
he had been given to protect them 
from invaders. The people began to 
live in fear, afraid every moment 
that they might slip up and be fried. 
Every once in a while one of the 
Splud would rebel, and he or she 
would be reduced to a ball of light 
blue fear. 

Finally, a movement began 
to gain momentum. They must do 
something to get rid of this god that 
they had built and put on high. To 
worship this tyranny was no longer 
an option. Secretly, under cover of 
nightfall, an army assembled. They 
built weapons that far outscaled the 
weapons they had bestowed upon 
Sandorf. No effort was spared, and 
the work was sped along by their 
extreme desire to save any more of 
their numbers from frying. 

One moming, they attacked 
in the early morning fog. Battalions 
of tiny spaceships with firepower 

continued on next page 


Why I Will Be Drunk at the Drag Ball 


by Joe Lakehawk 


hy do women want to 
me to wear a dress? 
This is not just a prob- 


lem specific to Hampshire and the 
up-coming drag ball. Back in Texas 
there was a cadre of women who 
kept insisting that they could make 
me “a really sexy chick” if only I 
would yield to them. Whenever I 
discuss Halloween costumes, a fe- 
male invariably says, “You should 
be a woman!” Is it just because I 
have long hair? Now with the im- 
pending drag ball my girlfriend 
has begun body-slamming me un- 
til I agree to go. I finally con- 
sented but I am still troubled by 
the whole affair. 

I am not upset so much by 
the concept of transvestitism, but by 
the desire to create transvestitism in 
the unwilling. (Although the pros- 
pect of having my penis tied be- 
tween my legs does disturb me 
rather thoroughly.) I am told that 
the drag ball is only “innocent fun 
with gender roles” but let us say we 
had a tradition at Hampshire called 
the “naked-chick cotillion” where 
all females in attendance would be 
expected to arrive nude. Any patri- 
otic feminist would say that such a 
tradition was sexist and created by 
men and for men. How would it 
then feel to be told that you were a 
“stick in the mud” for not going to 
the “naked-chick cotillion.” Or, 
“But you would look so sexy if you 
were nude!” Or that, “Everyone 


I have tried to understand 
the appeal that transvestitism holds 
for women. The more research | 
conduct the more disturbed I be- 
come by this Pentheusian ritual I 
have agreed to participate in. On 
surveying women I have run into the 
same arguments for the appeal of 
transvestites. They are as follows: 
1) “Because guys freak out about it 
so much.” In other words, pressure 
towards transvestitism is inspired 
out of the desire to humiliate men. 
This theory actually has a lot of 
merit. There are a plenty of men 
who partake in transvestitism of 
their own free will. But why 
am I being pressured 
to engage in trans- 
vestitism when 
there are plenty of 
other males who ac- 


tually want to? Fur 
thermore, I keep finding connec- 
tions between transvestitism and 
sadomasochism. I see so many ads 
in the personals of men seeking 
women to “make me their little 
slut.” I know this isn’t just my 
imagination because I’ve been 
asked if I would wear a leash in ad- 
dition to a dress. 

2) “Because I find androgyny sexy 
for some reason.” Is it the an- 
drogyny that is attractive, or is it the 
idea of a woman who has a penis 
under her dress. I have been told 
by at least one woman “Oh, fuck 


look at another man again!” 
3) “Because it’s fun!” This argument 
would be fine except that it imme- 
diately inspires the question, “Why 
is it fun?” And the answer is always, 
“You are an inhibited geek who just 
doesn’t get it.” It is not that I find 
the physical act of wearing a dress 
emasculating. It is trying to fathom 
exactly why I am wearing the dress 
that gives me a headache. Maybe I 
am only an inhibited geck that 
doesn’t get it but humans naturally 
fear what they cannot understand. 
Again, | will be in attendance under 
threat of body-slams and the chal- 
lenge to “expand my horizons.” 
But the drag ball does make 
me wonder if there is such a thing 
as counter-sexism. My solution to 
this dilemma is to fight one Bakkic 
mystery with another; finding sweet 
oblivion in a shot-glass. To quote 
Euripides, “The vine and its grape are 
the only cure for grief that will not go 
away . .. When our cup is empty, life 
is just too harsh.” Anyone who 
doesn’t understand that is an inhib- 
ited geek who just doesn’t get it. 
Final thoughts: 1) I have 
been told (by a female) that every 
male fantasizes about transvestit- 
ism. This is not true. 2) One of 
Charles Manson’s uncles made him 
wear a dress to school so that “the 
boy would learn how to fight.” If 
and when | kill a number of celebri- 
ties (those who know me know that 
this is a “when’”) I have every in- 
tention of blaming my actions ¢ 


does it!” yeah! If girls had dicks I’d never on the Hampshire drag ball. 
te _ OE petrol ee Da. 
Godbotty Good 


buzzed him to keep him distracted while others worked on tearing down the pedestal. Still others climbed up to 
his head, in an attempt to shut down his circuits. The fighting went on for many days. Their god was stronger 
than they had anticipated, and he fought tirelessly. But, after many deaths on the side of the Splud, and many 
injuries inflicted on Sandorf, they were able to shut him down. 


continued from previous page 


Cheering, the Splud loaded him and the young researcher into a tiny ship and sent them to the gy 
moon of a small blue and green planet, where they apparently are still ruling jointly to this day. 4 
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Take Your Academics Seriously 


by Michelle Beach 

ne of the things that most 

attracted me to Hampshire 

was the choice in course of 
study. I really liked being able to 
design my own major and not hav- 
ing required courses. Having been 
here for four years now, I have be- 
gun to realize that the thing I like 
most about the school is also the 
thing that I like the least. 

From the very beginning, I 
have felt isolated academically. 1 
have found it very difficult to con- 
nect with people who have similar 
academic interests as I do. Because 
there is no set course of study, 1 do 
not attend classes with the same 
people every year. Those of us in- 
terested in education, or journalism, 
or economics, or whatever, are not 
on the same path. With the ability 
and sometimes necessity to take 
classes off campus, there is a chance 
that we will never be in the same 
class together. 

Because of the individual- 
ism of cach course of study, it’s hard 
to meet people with similar inter- 
ests, to hold conversations about 
academic things, to find help with 
academic projects. When I thought 
about leaving Hampshire, it was 
because of academic isolation. I re- 
ally feel that my education is lack- 
ing something because I am not able 
to hear and debate the diverse opin- 
ions of other people interested in my 
“major.” Sure, I can take classes with 
different people each semester, but 
that is not the same as growing and 

changing and going through the 
same process as a group of people. 

No, Iam not and would not 
ever, suggest that Hampshire have 
majors or requirements or anything 
like that. What I would like to see 
however, is developing some way 
of helping students cope with the 
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isolation. 

Some suggestions: 
1) (Travis Dale came up w ith most 
of this one.) Hlave cross-genera- 
tional classes with Division III stu- 
dents and Division | students. The 
older students could discuss their re- 
search and the younger students 
could work as research assistants. 
The class would meet once or twice 
a week just like any other, A pro- 
fessor would run it (maybe there 
could be one in each school). Dis- 
cussion would focus on the students 
research and the professor would be 
a resource to direct the students in 
their endeavors. The younger stu- 
dents could use it as the basis of a 
Division I requirement, they would 
write a smaller research paper based 
on the research they are doing with 
the Division III student. The Divi- 
sion II] students could use the class 
as an advanced educational activ- 
ity because they would be teaching 
their “assistant” important research 
skills. 
2) Have regular meetings (call them 
dinners, class sessions, whatever) 
focusing on a particular issue. Stu- 
dents would be expected to attend 
all of the sessions in a series and 
each session would build off of the 
last so that students attending can 
see growth and change. The topics 
would continue from semester to se- 
mester, progressively becoming 
more advanced as the students at- 
tending progress through Hamp- 
shire. 
3) Have advisor-sponsored dinners 
for all advisees. Because generally 
the students advised by one advisor 
are interested in similar things aca- 
demically, these would be a good 
way for students of all levels to net- 
work with each other. 
4) Have regular meetings for Divi- 
sion III students. These would be 


sponsored by cach of the schools 
and they would create a time to stu- 
dents to come together and share 
their experiences. They could talk 
about their research, share their 
problems, receive suggestions and 
generally not feel like they have to 
face the enormous task of writing a 


Division III by themselves. Just 
talking with fac- 
ulty and committee 
members isn’t the 
same as talking with 
students who are 
going through the 
same experience as 


you are. 
5) Have something—be it a web- 
site, a mailing list, bulletin board, 
whatever—where students can go 
and check out what other people are 
studying. It would be a place to gen- 
erate dialogue around issues of par- 
ticular interest. Maybe there would 
need to be one for each academic 
interest, or there would be one large 
place that led people to interest spe- 
cific sites. Research, requests for 
help, questions about useful classes, 
suggestions for faculty contacts, 
discussion and comments on current 
issues, etc could be posted. Through 
this, students would be able to meet 
and network with students inter- 
ested in similar academic pursuits. 
6) Have advisors take their advisees 
of the same academic level to din- 
ner (or hold a meeting or whatever). 
Meeting with people older and 
younger than yourself is very im- 
portant, but it is also useful to talk 
with students currently going 
through the same things as you. 
7) Have meetings for the entire cam- 
pus based around certain academic 
issues. Discussion of why Hamp- 
continued on next page 


Free Speech, Mo-fo’s 


by Brady Burroughs 

t has come to my attention, that 

there was grave misunderstand 

ing with my article which con- 
sisted of edited together fragments 
of translated Japanese porn movie 
descriptions. Because of it, | was ac- 
cused of being “rascist” and “fetish- 
ist” as well as threatened with physi- 
cal violence. Now, it was not my 
intention to offend a particular seg- 
ment of the Hampshire community. 
Was the article intended for mass- 
consumption? No. Frankly, the stuff 
is kind of gross. If you found it 
amusing, you read it. If it bothered 
for whatever reason, you (hopefully) 
turned the page. 

I was a little suprised how- 
ever to find that the reason for the 
anger was the site’s origin: Asia. 
Specifically Japan. It was not my 
intention to pick on or degrade or in 
any way badmouth Japan or Asia. 
Had the site come from Sweden, 
Russia or anywhere else for that 
matter I would’ve done the same 
thing. The site’s origin was pretty 
much besides the point. And as a 
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serious student of Japanese culture, 
I was hurt by the accusations. For 
any mental duress recieved by the 
accusing individual, I apologize for 
the misunderstanding. | understand 
why you would be upset in your 
situation —I don’t blame you, I 
just hope in the 
future any more mis- 
understandings like 
this can be resolved 


more appropriately. 

You know next to nothing 
about me or the individuals also re- 
sponsible for the article’s creation, 
just as I know almost nothing about 
you. And in case it DOES matter, 
one person among the group of 
friends who encouraged me to do 
this and helped find quotes was 
indeed Asian, as well as female — 
in fact, she probably found it the 
most humorous. | do not feel the 
need to have to explain my sense 
of humor. However, I will only say 
that it was intended to evoke confu- 
sion, disgust and a darkly ironic 


sense of amusement. 

One of the main (and I feet 
most important) things about The 
Omen, is its unflinching ability to 
release whatever if is given no mat- 
ter who it might offend. It is in- 
tended as an open forum —an ex- 
ample of truly free speech. The way 
to fight something that offends you 
like that, is a counter-argument in 
The Omen or similar type publica- 
tion, When I have to hyper-analyze 
something | am about to submit for 
fear of physical retribution, The 
Omen (and ali it “stands” for) is un- 
dermined 


Editor’s Note: Due to the incompe- 
tence of this publication, the end of 
Brady's Omen article in the Octo- 
ber 29th issue was cut off. Here is 
the end (for those of you who re- 
member): 

“.. .and gets incontinence for scar- 
ing. And when she is really messed 
and broken, we kick her off! Bomb! 
(to prevent legal complications, 
I'd like to thank yay 
www.shuttle-japan.com)” ) 


We Really Mean It! 


shire was designed the way it is, etc., are very useful to 
students trying to work their way through the system. 
Having a clear understanding of why things work as 
they do can make sorting through them much easier. 

None of these things would be very difficult 
to implement. Even starting with one of them would 
do a Jot to make students feel more connected academi- 
cally. | don’t think that any of these, or even all of these 
suggestions would completely solve the problem. But 
they might help. Anything would help. 

One more thought before I go. There is a lot of 
talk about students feeling disconnected from activi- 
lies and events occurring on campus and how to make 
these things better attended. People seem to think that 
students want to be spoon fed the information. I tend 
to disagree. There are plenty of places for us to go to 
find out what’s going on. There are at least two calen- 
dars on the web (the dailyjolt.com and the five college 


calendar) that are maintained and updated regularly 

There are thousands of group posters around campus 

There are several e-mail lists (hampgroups is better 
since they started moderating it). If we can’t figure out 
what’s going on, then we're lazy. That's night. Hamp- 
shire students are lazy. 

This campus is full of activities and they ere 
well advertised. If they are underatiended it is not the 
fault of the advertising rather than the fault of apathy. 

So, one last suggestion for this article. In- 
stead of implementing a new method of advertising. 
how about we use the ones we have? Instead of sit- 
ting around our rooms wailing for the personal invi- 
tation to the event, how about we go out and find it 
ourselves? We're in college—people shouldn't have 
to cram things down our throats any more, If you 
don’t know what's going on around campus, it’s Fy 
your own damn fault. () 
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Of Deviants and Truck Drivers 


by Jess VanScoy 
id anyone else have as 
much of a fucked up 
week as | did? First and 
foremost-Halloween. Besides 
getting punched in the face, 
finding out a friend got para- 
lyzed recently, and getting force 
fed sausage from Greg, I guess 
the night was pretty typical. 
There was this one guy wearing 
black lingerie that I stared while 
waiting in the terribly long line 
at Saga. All of a sudden, this 
whole story formed in my mind 
that this guy was a deviant who 
came to Hampshire Halloween 
so that he could fit in. I 
could not keep my 
eyes off this guy, 
and even found my - 
self walking 
through B to get 
to A so that he 
wouldn’t follow me 
and kill me. It turns 
out, as told to me several days 
later, that this guy GOES TO 
HAMPSHIRE and is a pretty cool 
guy. Oops. That’s sooo Jessica. 
So I’m quitting the job in 
Northampton that I have. They 
are assholes there. They 
wouldn’t give me Thanksgiving 
or Christmas time off (read as 


Jessica in the guest house at 
Hampshire drinking egg nog... 
alone). The people are sorta cool, 
but... eh. Well, to put it bluntly, 
there’s a girl who listens to 
Portishead and talks like a baby, 
a fifteen year old boy who stares 
at every woman’s breasts that he 
is waiting on, and a.straight guy 
who’s so blantantly gay that it’s 
embarrassing. And we all stand 
around and listen to the custom- 
ers say the same things over and 
over and do a monkey’s job for 
minimum wage. Yeah, it was 
time to give her up. 

The other night, when it 
was raining really hard out, | 
found out that a good friend of 
mine from high school died. I’ve 
sort of gotten used to the shock 
of pregnancies and marriages, 
but having someone die is 
fucked up. What I loved about 
this kid though is the fact that 
even though he kicked my ass at 
calculus and physics, he wanted 
to be a TRUCK DRIVER. I used 
to go over to his house to do 
homework together and he 
would show me these games he 
invented or this playground he 
built for his animals. And | 
would just revel in his intelli- 
gence and tell him he was going 
places. He would just sort of 
smile and move onto something 


SURLY BOY IN "WHICH IS THE REAL McCOY?" 


AW, SON OF A 

BITCH! WHERE 

DID THAT GUN 
, COME FROM? 
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Y'KNOW, | COULD TRY 


else. He had it all figured out. 
And now he’s gone and I won- 
der why and what and how and 
jesus—just why? But most of all, 
it just made me get my priorities 
straight. It made me the ever-lov- 
ing agnostic talk to him in the rain 
(at one point, I 
wondered if he were 
pissing on me to 
have a stupid laugh) 
and realized that I needed to slow 
down a fucking lot. 

So when the register was 
under ten dollars today at work 
and my boss almost literally 
looked straight at me when she 
stated this fact—I shrugged her 
off and promised to pay her out 
of my own pocket tomorrow. 
And I didn’t really care. Good. 

So now I anxiously await- 
ing Thanksgiving vacation so | 
can go to Charleston to see my 
daddy. I haven’t seen that man in 
almost two years and I think with 
all of this shit going on. . . well, 
he always knows how to put 
things into perspective and help 
me understand and act appropri- 
ately that doesn’t conflict with the 
essence of Jess. 


If you’ve made it 


through this article, congratula- 


tions, you deserve a ciga- 
rette. 


() 


by Jacob Chabot 


AND FIGURE OUT WHICH 


OF YOU IS THE REAL 


McCOY...000R | COULD 


GO GET A SMOKE. 


